The contention

/. Vanltle, to that daine thy mlfiris commend me,
Tell her, tell her, it doth not a little offend me,
To haue my money in fiich great deipight,
Taken fo from me, without any right*
What though It were once her owne proper gift ?
Yet giuen, 'tis mine owne, there is no other fhift.                       870^

Therefore charge her in the name of Prodigality,
That he be reftor'd to me incontinently,
Left flic repent it.

Fan. Thefe be fore and craell threatnings, marry.
Is your hafte fo great, that by no meanes you may tarry ?

ProJ. I will not tarry, and therefore make haffce.

Fan* Soft, fir, a little, there is no time paft.
You may tarry, you muft tarry, for ought as I know:
Nay, then you (hall tarry, whether you wil or no.           ^M%it,

Did. Swounds, fir, he mocks you.                                         880

Prod Gibe not with me, you hoorfon raskall flaue,
For money I come, and money will I haue.
Sirra, Vanity, Vanity.  What, Vanity ?
Speake and be hang'd, Vanity. What wtPt not be ?

Did* What a prodigious knaue, what a flaue is this ?

ProJ. Fortune, fine Fortune, you, minion, if ye be wife,
Bethinke ye betimes, take better aduife;
Reftore vnto me my money quietly, r
JElfe looke for warres; Vanity, Fortune, Vanity.

Did. Sir, you fee it booteth not,                                           890

Prod. It is but my ill lucke*

Now the diuell and his damme giue them both ftcke.
What may we doe ? what counfell giu'ft thou, Dicke ?

DicL Marry, fir, be raFd by me, lie Ihew you a tricke,
How you may haue him quickly*

PnJ. As how?

Did. Scale the walles, in at the window, by force fet him.

Prod. None better infaith, fetch a ladder, and I will fet him.
Fortune, thou Marions dame, thou {halt not by this villanie,
Haue cauie to triumph ouer Prodigality.                                     900

Why